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AMOR  O M N 


We  cannot  love,  you  say. 

Since  oceans  bar  the  way. 
Leading  to  her. 

Nay,  love  can  sure  o’erleap 
Safely  the  trackless  deep 
Leading  to  her. 

We  shall  ne’er  meet  again  ? 
Thinks’ t thou  that  bolt  or  chain 
Keep  love  from  love  ? 

Our  souls  thou  ne’er  can’st  part. 
Ne’er  divide  heart  from  heart. 
Keep  love  from  love. 


I A V I N C I T 


I am  to  die  the  morn  ? 

Why,  love  like  mine  can  scorn 
Torment  and  death. 

Love  spans  from  heaven  to  earth; 
What  then  ’gainst  love  are  worth 
Torment  and  death? 

’Gainst  love  what  can  avail  ? 

’Gainst  him  all  wiles  must  fail  ; 

Love  conquers  all. 

Do  with  us  as  you  will. 

Love  triumphs  o’er  you  still  ; 

Love  conquers  all. 

H.  A.  B. 


THE  SETTING  SUN 


It  was  the  spring. 

The  world  seemed  full  of  gladness  and  the 
mazy-running  brook  slipped  merrily  through 
the  greening  woods,  refreshed  after  the  long  rest 
under  its  winter  coverlet  of  ice  and  snow, 
everywhere  breaking  into  melody  as  it  saw  the 
new-budded  trees  and  the  fresh  verdure  of  the 
joyous  season.  Now  it  seemingly  stopped, 
now  burst  forth  again  from  the  barrier,  tinkling, 
shrilling,  gurgling. 

All  nature  seemed  to  be  rejoicing,  and  to  be 
manifesting  her  appreciation  of  God’s  good- 
ness. 

Into  the  glade  by  the  brook  came  Dowela, 
the  Briton.  Her  light  blue  eyes,  usually  as 
clear  and  bright  as  the  brook  where  it  babbled 


and  played  over  the  white  sand,  but  now 
dimmed  with  long-suppressed  tears,  were  par- 
tially hidden  by  the  long  flaxen  hair  which 
hung  about  her  face  in  golden  ringlets. 

No!  she  would  not  give  way  to  tears.  She, 
of  all  women,  to  be  so  cowardly!  She,  who 
was  known  for  her  pride  and  her  fearlessness! 
She,  who  had  again  and  again  inspired  her 
tribesmen  to  withstand  the  attacks  of  the  terri- 
ble Romans!  She,  in  whose  sorrow  the  jealous 
women  would  find  cause  for  joy,  e’en  though 
they,  too,  sorrowed  for  the  loss  of  Edric. 

It  was  true  that  he  was  to  die.  No,  no,  it 
could  not  be  that!  He  had  gone  to  the  Romans 
to  plead  the  cause  of  peace.  They  had  thrown 
him  into  chains. 
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Yes,  it  was  true,  for  so  said  Beric  the  Lame, 
who  had  been  in  the  Roman  camp  as  a hos- 
tage. 

What  should  she  do  ? Her  brain  whirled 
and  her  temples  throbbed  ; her  head  seemed  on 
fire.  Edric  loved  her,  and,  yes,  she  loved 
him.  She  knew  it  now,  though  often  she  had 
told  him  and  herself  that  it  was  Odwin  she 
loved.  Odwin,  the  coward!  He  might  have 
saved  Edric,  had  he  so  willed.  Odwin,  the 
odious!  He  might  have  struck  down  Festius 
Claudius  and  helped  Edric  to  escape.  With 
Edric  free  she  might  have  given  herself  to 
Odwin.  But  now  that  he  was  captured  and 
condemned  to  die,  she  knew  that  she  had  always 
loved  him.  Edric,  the  brave;  Edric,  the  noble; 
Edric,  the  tender! 

When  he  had  forbidden  her  to  go  to  the  last 
battle,  she  had  rebelled  against  his  authority  as 
chief,  and  had  called  him  “ Edric,  the  imperi- 
ous! ” And  it  was  for  her  own  sake  that  he  had 
done  it.  A thousand  tender  memories  came  to 
her. 

But  she  must  not  stay  here.  She  must  do 
something  for  him.  Edric  should  not  die!  She 
would  save  him! 


It  was  night. 

The  Roman  camp  was  alight  with  the  watch- 
fires.  The  soldiers  were  revelling,  and  their 
loud  shouts,  mingled  with  the  coarse  oaths  of 
the  legionary,  could  be  heard  in  the  still  night 
air  as  the  strong  mead  of  the  Britons  excited 
them. 

At  a short  distance  from  the  rest  stood  a 
small  hut  of  brush.  Before  it  were  pacing  two 
of  the  legionaries.  Now  they  stopped  and  fell 
to  talking  musingly  : “It  was  hard  to  be  so  far 
distant  from  their  wives  and  children  at  Rome, 
but  it  was  a harder  lot  by  far  to  be  selected  to 
stand  guard  over  this  dog  of  a Briton  when  their 
comrades  were  feasting  and  revelling.” 

As  they  stood  complaining  of  their  lot,  a 
woman  appeared  from  the  shadow,  carrying  a 


huge  sack  of  wine.  Thinking  her  to  be  one 
of  the  native  women  whom  the  Romans  took 
for  slaves,  they  called  to  her  and  asked  her 
whither  she  was  carrying  the  wine.  She  named 
the  tent  of  a certain  centurion,  the  same  who 
had  assigned  to  the  two  soldiers  their  irksome 
duty.  Halting  the  woman,  and  speaking  in 
Latin  to  his  comrade,  one  said  I “ Marcus,  let 
us  drink  his  wine  in  order  to  pay  him  for  making 
us  stand  guard.”  “But,  Rufus,”  replied  the 
other,  “if  ’twere  found  out  we  should  both  be 
beheaded.”  “ Bah!  Marcus,  has  thy  courage 
fled  ?”  said  Rufus.  “There  is  no  danger,  for 
we  can  terrify  this  woman  into  telling  him  that 
she  fell  and  spilled  it.  She  is  certainly  a new 
captive,  for  I have  never  before  remarked  her, 
and  thou  knowest  that  such  a beautiful  slave  re- 
mains not  long  in  camp  before  thy  Rufus  knows 
her.  She  will,  therefore,  be  easily  frightened, 
not  knowing  the  ways  of  the  camp.” 

“ ’Tis  as  you  say.”  said  Marcus. 

They  seized  the  wine,  and  with  terrible 
threats  and  oaths  bade  the  woman  to  get  another 
for  her  master.  She  seemed  very  much  fright- 
ened, and  hurried  away.  However,  had  the 
soldiers  not  been  so  intent  upon  imbibing  the 
contents  of  the  sack,  they  might  have  seen  her 
edging  around  toward  the  rear  of  the  hut  as  soon 
as  she  was  out  of  the  bright  light  of  the  fire. 
When  she  had  reached  this  point,  she  skilfully 
parted  the  brush  of  which  the  hut  was  made, 
and  crawled  through,  at  the  same  time  whisper- 
ing, “ Edric,  it  is  I,  Dowela.”  She  felt  a 
movement  in  the  darkness,  heard  the  quickly- 
muffled  clank  of  chains,  and  in  another  moment 
sank  in  the  warm  embrace  of  her  lover.  After 
the  first  greetings  she  unfolded  her  plans  to 
him. 

She  had  come  into  camp  in  the  disguise  of  a 
tribeswoman  bringing  wine  for  sale,  She  had 
hidden  her  wine,  and  had  busied  herself  in 
finding  where  Edric  was  confined.  She  had 
then  recovered  the  wine,  with  which  she  had 
mixed  some  herbs  which  would  cause  extreme 


Latin  School  Register  5 


drowsiness.  This  done,  she  had  awaited  a 
favorable  opportunity  of  giving  it  to  Edric’s 
guards.  Chance  had  favored  her. 

Even  now  they  were  grumbling  sleepily,  and 
soon  one  said  ; “ Rufus,  I am  very  tired  to- 
night, after  our  hard  day’s  work.  Let  one  of 
us  sleep  while  the  other  guards.  The  Briton 
is  securely  bound.” 

After  drawing  lots  to  see  which  should  sleep 
first,  one  of  the  guards  lay  down.  Not  long 
after,  his  comrade,  unable  to  withstand  the 
soporific  influence  of  the  drugs  so  skilfully  ad- 
ministered by  Dowela,  also  succumbed  to  sleep. 

When  she  was  sure  that  they  slept  soundly, 
Dowela  slipped  softly  out  and  secured  the  sword 
of  one  of  the  unconscious  soldiers.  With  this 
she  and  Edric  swiftly  removed  the  shackles 
which  bound  him.  She  then  made  him  take 
off  the  armor  from  one  of  the  Romans  and  put 
it  on. 

“Now,”  said  she,  “do  you  walk  through 
the  camp  to  the  east  gate.  If  any  one  accosts 
you,  say  to  him  that  you  are  bearing  a message 
to  the  centurion,  Fabius  Nator,  who  is  stationed 
at  the  east  gate.  Say  no  more  than  is  neces- 
sary, else  your  unfamiliarity  with  the  language 
will  be  noticed.  I shall  follow  you  at  a short 
distance.  Once  at  the  east  gate,  all  will  be 
well.” 

They  went  out  and  proceeded  unnoticed 
through  the  half-drunken  crowd  of  soldiery. 
They  had  passed  the  open  where  the  camp  fires 
burned  brightly,  and  were  making  their  way 
swiftly  and  safely  through  the  long  company 
street  which  led  to  the  east  gate,  when  from 
the  darkness  between  two  huts  a man  reeled 
against  Edric. 

“ By  Pluto,  fool,  what  mean  you  by  jostling 
me  thus.”  The  man  stepped  back  as  he  spoke, 
barring  the  passage. 

“I  am  for  Fabius  Nator,”  said  Edric,  trying 
to  pass. 

“ I am  he,”  said  the  man. 

Edric  lost  not  a moment.  Realizing  that  he 


must  pass  and  trust  to  speed  for  deliverance,  he 
drew  his  sword  and  plunged  it  into  the  heart 
of  the  centurion.  The  soldier  fell  forward  with 
a feeble  shout  for  help.  Edric  leaped  over  the 
prostrate  body  and  started  to  run,  caught  his 
foot  in  the  strap  of  the  centurion’s  shield, 
stumbled,  fell  ; was  up  again  in  an  instant,  but 
not  before  the  guards  from  the  east  gate  had 
come  running  up.  He  broke  through  two  who 
were  directly  in  front  of  him,  and  was  away 
safely  when  he  heard  a shrill  scream  behind 
him.  Looking  back  he  saw  Dowela  in  the 
grasp  of  the  soldiers,  where  she  had  seized  the 
sword  of  Fabius  and  sprung  to  his  aid.  Quick 
as  thought,  Edric  turned  and  was  on  them  like 
the  wind.  Fighting  like  a madman,  he  was  fast 
getting  the  best  of  the  fray  when  he  felt  a tre- 
mendous blow  on  his  helmet.  His  head  swam, 
the  huts  and  the  watch  fires  danced  in  a silly- 
giddy  whirl. 

His  next  conscious  moment  was  when  he 
awoke  in  the  gray  of  the  morning  and  heard 
Dowela’ s low,  heart-broken  sobs  as  she  lay  in 
chains  beside  him. 

Then  hope  fled. 

It  was  evening. 

The  day  had  been  as  beautiful  as  its  yester- 
day. 

The  sun,  which  all  the  day  had  shed  its  life- 
giving  rays  upon  the  beautous  landscape,  was 
taking  its  last  peep  over  the  horizon  in  a blaze 
of  red-gold  glory. 

A trumpet  blared,  attracting  attention  to  the 
one  blot  upon  nature — the  Roman  camp. 

Two  heads,  fixed  upon  long  pikes,  looked 
out  with  their  sightless  eyes  into  the  open  be- 
yond the  east  gate,  where  two  tall  poles  cast 
their  long,  cross-shaped  shadows  far  upon  the 
green  of  the  grass. 

Upon  one  was  the  body  of  a man  of  heroic 
stature. 

Upon  the  other  was  the  body  of  a beautiful 
flaxed  haired  woman.  R.  S.  R.,  ’02. 


6 Latin  School  Register 

AN  INITIATION 


WHILE  spending  two  weeks’  vacation 
in  the  little  village  of  Franklin,  a 
charming  spot  situated  in  a northern 
eounty  of  the  Pine  Tree  State,  my  chief  diver- 
sion was  the  study  of  the  characters  of  these 
simple  country  folk.  I was  accustomed  each 
evening  to  visit  the  principal  store  and  village 
post-office.  There  many  of  the  farmers  of  the 
vicinity  would  congregate,  and  an  exceedingly 
enjoyable  conversation  would  ensue. 

Nearly  a week  after  my  arrival,  when  I was 
thus  passing  an  evening,  the  village  physician 
entered  the  store.  He  seemed  to  be  a general 
favorite,  and  was  a man  of  about  sixty-five 
years. 

The  postmaster  remarked  in  a joking  manner, 
as  he  gave  the  doctor  his  mail,  “ Doctor,  I 
reckon  I might  make  some  of  your  profits  if  I 
got  some  quinine  in.” 

“ It  would  be  an  excellent  idea,”  the  doc- 
tor replied,  “ for  I recollect  a time  when 
country-store  drugs  saved  a man’s  life. 

“ I was  a slight  youth  of  seventeen  years, 
and  lived  at  that  time  with  my  uncle  in  what  is 
now  West  Virginia.  It  was  in  a rough,  moun- 
tainous section  of  the  country.  My  uncle  kept 
a store,  where  he  exchanged  the  necessities 
of  life  for  the  produce  of  the  country.  The 
store  was  in  a valley,  but  my  uncle’s  house  was 
nearly  half  the  distance  up  a neighboring 
mountain.  It  was  my  work  to  help  in  the 
store,  where,  as  a youth  from  the  North,  I had 
many  strange  experiences.  When  I had  been 
there  nearly  a week,  Jim  Blake,  a drunken 
good-for-nothing  of  the  place,  came  in.  He 
had  taken  a ‘ leetle  too  much,’  as  he  said,  but 
demanded  that  I give  him  a plug  of  tobacco. 
I refused,  and  immediately  he  pulled  out  his 
revolver.  But  before  he  realized  what  was 
happening,  two  of  the  men  present  had  dis- 
armed him. 


“ I still  refused  the  tobacco,  and  he  said  he 
would  even  up.  Whenever  Jim  was  sober  he 
was  not  a bad  fellow,  but  when  intoxicated 
(about  all  the  time),  he  was  a veritable  fiend. 
Therefore  I feared  that  some  day,  when  Jim 
was  under  the  influence  of  liquor,  he  might 
carry  out  his  threat.  I confided  my  fears  to 
Uncle  Joe,  but  he  received  them  with  a laugh  ; 
but  he  said  it  was  well  enough  to  have  a good 
revolver  in  my  possession,  for  everybody  in 
those  parts  carried  one.  Accordingly  I took 
one  from  the  show-case,  and  placed  it  in  my 
pocket. 

“ The  next  night  I awoke  about  twelve 
o’clock.  I could  hear  men  shouting  without, 
and  such  yells  as  these  filled  the  air:  ‘ Come 
out!  ’ ‘ Get  up!  ’ ‘ He  will  die!  ’ I re- 
member these  distinctly.  Guns  and  revolvers 
filled  the  air  with  their  reports. 

“I  arose,  took  my  weapon  in  my  hand,  and 
went  to  the  window.  Below,  I beheld  six 
men  on  their  rough  mountain  ponies.  They 
were  sv.  earing  because  no  one  appeared.  But 
when  I showed  myself,  their  shouting  ceased, 
and  Jim  Blake,  the  very  man  I feared,  said  in 
a rough  voice,  ‘ Hey,  youngster,  put  on  your 
duds  and  come  out.  We  want  you  to  go  down 
the  mountain  with  us.’ 

“You  all  can  well  imagine  the  thoughts  which 
took  possession  of  my  mind.  What  could  all 
this  noise  and  these  words  mean  ? Do  they 
intend  to  hang  me,  or  are  they  going  to  shoot 
me  ? This  thought  probably  came  because  of 
my  affair  with  Blake,  and  because  I had  read 
so  many  tales  of  the  desperadoes  of  the  West 
and  South. 

“ I then  started  for  my  uncle’s  chamber,  but 
met  him  on  the  way  to  mine.  He  laughed 
outright  when  he  saw  the  revolver.  This 
made  me  indignant,  and  I exclaimed,  ‘ It  isn’t 
so  funny.  Jim  Blake  and  his  gang  have  come 
after  me.’ 
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“At  this  he  laughed  again,  but  soberly 
resumed,  ‘ This  is  indeed  serious  business, 
Charles,  but  not  in  the  way  you  think.  Some- 
body is  very  sick  in  the  village,  and  they  wish 
you  to  go  down  to  the  store  to  procure  medi- 
cine for  them.  They  made  all  this  disturbance 
to  wake  us.’ 

“ This  allayed  my  fears,  and  explained  their 
shouts  to  me.  So  I dressed,  saddled  my  horse, 
and  descended  the  mountain  with  them.  On 
the  way  Blake  said,  ‘ Say,  pard,  I am  sorry  for 
what  I said  to  you  yesterday.  My  brother  is 


very  sick,  and  we  want  some  medicine  from 
the  store.’ 

“ I found  what  they  desired,  but  felt  like  a 
fool  as  I meditated  upon  my  actions  while  as- 
cending the  mountain  homeward.  This  was 
one  of  my  many  initiations  by  which  I learned 
the  ways  of  the  country.  I begged  my  uncle 
to  keep  my  conduct  to  himself ; and  he  did, 
much  to  my  satisfaction. 

“ The  next  day  I learned  that  Blake’s 
brother  was  better,  the  medicine  having  helped 
him  very  much.”  A.  R.  T.,  ’03. 


WINTER 


Old  Winter’s  coat  is  white  with  snow  ; 
His  beard  with  frost  is  frozen  tight, 

And  by  his  face’s  ruddy  glow 
He  shows  the  whip-tongued  winds’  despite. 

Just  like  a girl’s  ringlets  of  gold 
The  icicles  hang  down  his  back  ; 

His  very  breath  it  is  so  cold. 

He  blights  the  living  in  his  track. 

Through  fear  of  him  the  little  flowers 
In  every  forest  wither,  die. 

And  in  his  lair  the  wild  beast  cowers. 
Whene’er  he  thinks  he  feels  him  nigh. 


The  trees  with  sighs  obeisance  show, 

And  shed  their  brown  leaves  at  his  feet. 

The  streams  no  longer  gently  flow  ; 

He  troubles  them  with  ice  and  sleet. 

Unkind  and  harsh  old  Winter  seems. 

And  true,  ’ds  cruel  to  drive  away 

Sweet  summer’s  warmth  and  pleasant  dreams; 
The  gold  of  August,  the  joy  of  May. 

And  yet  not  too  unkind  he  is, 

The  Christmas  fire  burns  in  his  breast  ; 

If  he  destroys  the  flowers,  ’ tis  his 
To  keep  the  seeds  warm  in  their  rest. 

D.  H.  P. 


On  Tuesday,  December  10,  a very  interest- 
ing recital  was  given  under  the  auspices  of  the 
Daudelin  School  of  Music  in  Association  Hall. 
Mons.  Giguere,  a Belgian  violinist,  for  whom 
the  recital  was  given,  played  the  “ Symphonie 
Espagnole  ” of  Lalo  remarkably  well,  displaying 
an  excellent  technique.  His  other  two 
numbers,  one  by  St.  Saen,  one  by  Wieni- 
awski,  were  also  marked  by  the  same  excellence 
of  technique.  If  this  recital  represents,  as  we 


have  reason  to  think  it  does,  the  ardsdc  kind 
of  work  done  by  the  Daudelin  School,  we  can 
heartily  recommend  it  to  any  boy  who  wishes 
to  study  music  under  the  best  conditions. 

Two  weeks’  vacation  ! 

Dresser  tine  carte. 

Drag  a cart. 

Trepido  pede. 

With  his  three-foot  foot. 
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IT  was  with  the  deepest  regret  that  we 
learned  on  December  1 1 that  Dr.  Merrill 
had  presented  his  resignation  to  the  school 
committee,  and  that  it  had  been  accepted.  It 
is  with  profound  sorrow  that  we  are  forced  to 
take  farewell  of  our  loved  head-master,  to  whom 
we  all  owe  a debt  of  gratitude  that  can  never  be 
repaid.  Through  our  entire  lives  we  shall  carry 
the  memory  of  him,  and  in  the  days  to  come 
there  will  not  be  one  of  us  who  will  not  be 
proud  to  say,  “ I was  a Latin  School  boy 
under  Dr.  Merrill.”  And  now  we  ask,  yes, 
and  demand,  from  the  boys  of  the  school  the 
same  hearty  co-operation  for  Mr.  Fiske  that 
they  have  shown  towards  Dr.  Merrill,  and  lec 
us  all  try  to  aid  our  new  head-master  in  keep- 
ing the  Latin  School’s  standard  where  it  has 
ever  stood.  We  shall  endeavor  next  month  to 
publish  fuller  sketches  of  Dr.  Merrill  and  Mr. 
Fiske  than,  owing  to  the  exigencies  of  space, 
are  possible  here. 

The  Thanksgiving  game,  from  the  Latin 
School  point  of  view,  at  least,  was  a great 
suceess ; but  there  was  one  feature  of  it  that 
we  cannot  too  deeply  deplore.  We  refer 
to  the  throwing  of  rotten  eggs,  which. 


coupled  with  several  other  incidents  of  a more 
or  less  unpleasant  nature,  rendered  the  inter- 
mission decidedly  disagreeable,  especially  to 
the  large  number  of  spectators  who  were  mem- 
bers of  neither  school.  We  think  we  can 
safely  say  that  no  Latin  School  boy  indulged  in 
the  disgraceful  practice  above  mentioned  ; 
certainly  we  saw  no  member  of  our  school 
doing  it ; but  rotten  eggs  were  thrown  by  some- 
one, and  all  of  the  boys  whose  clothing  was 
more  or  less  seriously  damaged  in  this  way 
were  B.  L.  S.  fellows.  There  is  something 
radically  wrong  in  the  spirit  that  leads  to  such 
acts.  The  desire  for  competition  for  athletic 
contests  is  eminently  proper,  and  we  believe 
that  nothing  is  more  advantageous  to  athledcs 
in  a school  than  to  have  one  especial  rival  who 
is  straining  every  nerve  to  win,  and  who  must 
be  beaten.  The  spirit  of  competition,  then, 
acts  all  for  the  good  ; but  when  it  is  accompa- 
nied by  such  a spirit  as  was  manifested  at  the 
High  School  game,  far  more  harm  than  good  is 
derived.  It  we  cannot  play  our  annual  game 
with  English  High  without  such  a disgraceful 
exhibition  of  ungentlemanliness  as  we  were 
forced  to  witness  on  the  twenty-eighth,  the  game 
should  be  stopped  until  certain  boys  can  learn  to 
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refrain  from  such  acts  as  throwing  eggs,  an  act 
far  more  worthy  of  street  Arabs  than  of  mem- 
bers of  a great  High  School.  As  to  rushes 
between  the  two  schools  we  say  nothing  ; if  the 
boys  are  unable  to  get  along  without  them, 
some  concession  must  be  made  to  the  wild- 
beast  spirit  ; but  at  any  rate,  let  them  be 
carried  out  with  a little  respect  for  the  laws  of 
decency.  At  the  last  High  School  game  the 
police  were  forced  to  interfere  and  drive  the 
English  High  School  fellows  back  to  their  own 
stand  ; — a glorious  record  for  the  two  largest 
schools  in  Boston,  truly.  And  what  caused 
this  fight  that  had  to  be  ended  by  the  police  ? 
That  band  of  High  School  men  who  endeav- 
ored to  do  something  smart  by  coming  over  to 
our  side  and  spoiling  our  cheering,  deserved  the 
somewhat  summary  punishment  inflicted  on 
them.  If  those  boys  had  had  the  common 
decency  to  allow  us  to  cheer  unhampered, 
as  we  allowed  them  to  do  so,  there  would 
probably  have  been  no  trouble.  We  do  not 
blame  the  body  of  High  School  men  for  coming 
over  to  assist  their  somewhat  battered  comrades  ; 
it  was  human  nature  ; the  fault  lies  with  at  most 
only  a dozen  boys,  those  who  endeavored  to 
ruin  our  cheering,  and  those  who  so  far  forgot 
all  gentlemanly  spirit  as  to  throw  rotten  eggs  at 
our  fellows.  The  rest  of  the  boys  of  both 
schools  are  entirely  free  from  blame  ; it  is  on 
these  ten  or  twelve  alone  that  the  whole 
responsibility  for  a most  disgraceful  episode 
rests.  We  lay  the  blame  on  neither  school  ; 
it  is  the  performance  of  those  few  boys  who 
acted  in  a manner  unworthy  of  the  great  school 
they  represent  that  we  utterly  and  heartily  con- 
demn. Let  us  see  to  it  that  henceforth  the 
games  be  carried  out  as  games  between  gentle- 
men should  be  carried  out,  with  intense  rivalry, 
perhaps,  but  without  rowdyism. 

The  new  association  for  editors  and  business 
managers  of  school  papers  of  Boston  and  the 
vicinity  is  doing  extremely  well.  Already 


there  are  a dozen  or  fifteen  schools  represented, 
and  at  the  time  of  going  to  press  three  meet- 
ings have  been  held.  The  first  subject  dis- 
cussed before  the  club  was  that  of  the  Exchange 
Column.  Papers  were  read  by  Miss  Power  of 
Charlestown,  Miss  King  of  Melrose,  and  by 
the  editor  of  The  Register.  The  papers  of 
the  two  young  ladies  were  strongly  in  defence  of 
the  Exchange  Column,  which  they  proved  to 
be  desirable,  as  nearly  as  we  remember,  by 
appealing  to  the  Golden  Rule.  The  editor  of 
The  Register,  taking  a very  low  and  earthly 
point  of  view,  pointed  out  that  while  in  theory 
the  Exchange  Column  was  of  value,  in  practice 
it  never  had  the  slightest  merit,  together  with 
many  other  such  cynical  and  base  arguments, 
which,  for  excellent  reasons,  the  ladies  left 
unanswered.  The  discussion,  while  interesting, 
probably  did  not  have  the  slightest  effect  on 
anyone.  The  Register  is  represented  in  the 
society  by  House,  Parker,  Jones  and  Bellows, 
the  number  of  representatives  from  each  paper 
being  limited  to  four.  The  next  subject  for 
discussion  is  “ The  Ideal  School  Paper,”  in 
which  none  of  our  staff  are  to  take  part.  It 
will  be  held  in  the  Girls’  Latin  School,  De- 
cember 14,  1901. 

In  another  editorial,  we  have  commented 
somewhat  at  length  upon  certain  disorderly 
acts  committed  by  the  spectators  at  the  English 
High  School  game,  without  any  reference  to  the 
players  of  either  team.  However,  we  do  not 
feel  justified  in  permitting  certain  acts  of  rowdy- 
ism on  the  part  of  one  of  the  players  on  the 
High  School  team  to  go  unnoticed.  We  single 
out  this  case  because  it  stood  out  against  the 
otherwise  extremely  clean  and  fair  playing  of 
the  High  School  team  as  a flagrant  breach  of 
proper  spirit  and  decency.  Nor  does  the  com- 
plaint come  from  one  man  alone.  The  man 
who  played  opposite  him  in  the  line,  the  men 
who  were  near  him,  and,  above  all,  every  man 
who  carried  the  ball  testified  with  no  uncertain 
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voice  that  he  was  guilty  of  acts  which  we 
would  never  have  believed  any  one  who  even 
pretended  to  decency  could  have  committed, 
had  not  our  own  eyes  and  the  united  testimony 
of  our  players  born  witness  to  the  contrary. 
It  would  be  very  simple  to  name  him  here, 
but  we  prefer  not  to  do  so.  Every  man  on  the 
High  School  team,  yes,  and  every  man  in  the 
school,  knows  whom  we  mean  : the  man  who, 
not  once  merely,  but  throughout  the  entire 
season,  has  disgraced  his  team.  If  it  is  impos- 
sible for  this  man  to  play  with  the  gentlemanly 
spirit  that  marks  the  rest  of  his  team,  he  should 
assuredly  be  dealt  with  most  severely  ; for  we 
cannot  think  that  the  English  High  School 
foot-ball  team  can  be  willing  to  have  its  fair 
name  tarnished  by  the  actions  of  one  of  its 
members. 

It  is  much  to  be  regretted  that  the  Latin 
School  has  never  given  any  sort  of  play  or  dra- 
matic performance,  as  do  most  schools,  at  least 
once  a year.  We  have  an  excellent  stage,  and 
a hall  that  seems  made  for  the  presentation  of 
plays.  Whatever  expenses  for  printing  and  the 
like  might  occur  would  be  amply  paid  for  by 
the  sale  of  tickets,  and,  to  judge  from  the  success 
with  which  such  performances  have  been  at- 


tended in  other  schools,  there  would  be  a 
handsome  balance  for  the  athletic  committee, 
the  school  library,  pictures  for  the  school  build- 
ing, or  any  of  the  thousand  and  one  things  that 
are  forever  waiting  for  a little  money  to  help 
them  along.  As  for  talent,  it  is  true  we  have 
never  tried  to  give  plays  here  before,  and  so 
do  not  as  yet  know  where  the  dramatic  instinct 
may  lie  concealed  ; but  talent  there  assuredly 
is  in  a school  of  600  boys,  and  a beginning 
must  be  made  somewhere.  A dramatic  club 
would  bring  out,  in  all  probability,  a good  deal 
of  raal  dramatic  talent  ; it  would  be  a source  of 
income  to  the  school,  it  would  be  very  enjoya- 
ble, to  the  members  at  any  rate,  and  lastly,  it 
would  be  of  real  benefit  to  the  boys  themselves. 
There  is  a tremendous  advantage  in  knowing 
how  to  act  ; it  gives  self-possession  and  quick- 
ness of  intellect  in  the  highest  degree,  and  it 
makes  one  far  more  appreciative  of  good  acting 
to  “ know  the  ropes  ” yourself.  There  is 
plenty  of  good  material  in  the  school  tor  making 
up  casts  for  plays,  both  French  and  English, 
and  the  former  especially  would  be  of  great 
benefit  both  to  the  actors  and  to  those  boys  of 
the  school  who  might  feel  moved  to  come  to  the 
performances. 


OF  POLYXENA 


THE  DEATH 


NOW  Phoebus  was  sinking  into  the  soft 
lap  of  Evening,  and  his  last  golden 
beams  reddened  the  glassy  Aegean 
with  a rosy  hue,  as  is  a maiden’s  cheek  when, 
beneath  the  cool  palms,  she  meeteth  her  lover 
in  far-away  Argos.  And  throughout  the  Gre- 
cian camp  there  were  many  things  being 
wrought,  for  great  Agamemnon  had  com- 
manded that  we  should  launch  the  ships  as 
soon  as  Ocean  should  quench  the  last  faint 
glow  of  departing  day.  Concealed  amid  the 
trees  of  the  soft-flowing  Scamander  stood  the 


mightv  horse,  the  work  of  the  crafty  Odyssus, 
and  already  the  chosen  warriors  were  at  the 
point  of  entering  the  monster’s  belly.  And  as 
1 toiled  mith  my  comrades  by  the  ships,  in  my 
heart  I prayed  to  Ares  that  he  would  impel 
Agamemnon  to  appoint  me  also  to  that  noble 
company  ; for  I had  of  late  won  much  glory 
in  the  batfle.  And  lo,  even  as  I prayed,  there 
came  unto  me  a herald  ; and  he  bade  me  cease 
from  my  labor  and  follow  him.  Right  gladly 
did  I obey,  and  he  led  me  to  where  Agamem- 
non, king  of  men,  stood  before  the  horse  of 
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wood.  And  about  him  stood  Odyssus  and 
Diomed  and  Teucer  and  Menelaus  and  many 
other  of  the  bravest  chiefs  ; so  that  I was 
abashed,  and  hung  my  head  in  shame.  Then 
Agamemnon  spake  after  this  wise  : — 

“ O son  of  Medon,  youngest  of  the  chiefs 
of  Greece,  know  that  the  gods  have  this  night 
sealed  the  doom  of  Troy.  For  full  ten  years 
have  Aphrodite  and  Phoebus  brought  all  our 
endeavors  against  the  city  to  nought  ; but  now 
has  its  hour  come,  nor  shall  either  god  or  man 
prevent.  Now,  darest  thou  to  be  one  of  these, 
whose  names  shall  ever  be  sung  while  snow- 
crested  Olympus  stands,  who  are  about  to  ven- 
ture all  in  one  last  cast  of  the  die  ? ” 

Then  did  I fall  upon  my  knees  before  him 
where  he  stood  and  give  him  thanks  for  the 
honor  he  had  done  me.  And  when  he  had 
left  us,  one  by  one  we  entered  the  cavernous 
belly,  the  golden-haired  son  of  Atreus  leading. 
With  one  last,  lingering  look  I beheld  the  trees 
and  hills,  bathed  in  a silvery  mist  of  moonlight, 
and  at  Diana,  floating  majestic  in  the  heavenly 
depths  as  does  some  noble  ship  within  a glassy 
harbor,  and  at  the  myriad  stars  like  sparks  from 
the  workshops  of  Hephaestus  ; and  a great  love 
of  it  all  swept  over  me,  and  I could  not  speak 
for  something  in  my  heart.  Within  the  mighty 
beast  it  was  as  dark  as  the  wings  of  night,  and 
the  air  was  heavy-laden  with  the  odor  of  wood 
new-cut.  As  I lay  there,  my  thoughts  turned 
again  to  the  pleasant  land  of  my  home,  and  I 
thought  how  that  now  the  herdsmen  were 
driving  in  the  lowing  herds,  and  the  youths  and 
maidens,  garland-wreathed,  were  dancing  in 
the  moonlight;  and  I saw  once  more  my  home 
in  dear  Argos,  and  my  father  and  mother  and 
little  sister,  whom  I had  left  so  long  ago  ; and 
there  came  a great  yearning  into  my  heart,  and 
I wept  to  think  of  the  land  I never  hoped  to 
behold  again.  And  then,  being  ashamed  of 
my  tears,  I would  fain  have  hid  them  ; but  I 
heard  the  son  of  Tydeus  beside  me  utter  a 


mighty  sob  as  if  his  heart  would  break  ; and 
then  I knew  that  there  was  no  one  of  us  who 
was  not  thinking  of  things  long  gone  by,  and  1 
ceased  to  be  ashamed. 

Thus  we  lay  amid  silence  like  to  that  of  the 
dwelling  of  Somnus,  save  when  some  hero 
turned  uneasily,  and  the  rattle  of  his  arms 
sounded  as  the  rattle  of  bones.  But  at  last  the 
mighty  steed  began  to  move  with  a slow,  uneasy 
motion,  as  goes  a condemned  man  to  his  death. 
Without  could  we  hear  cries  of  rejoicing,  and 
we  guessed  that  already  were  we  in  the  power 
of  the  men  of  Troy.  Then  did  we  pray,  each 
according  to  his  need,  and  at  the  end  did 
Nestor  mutter  aloud  a prayer  to  Almighty 
Zeus.  And  even  as  he  prayed,  lo,  the  horse 
stood  still,  and  on  a sudden  there  came  a mighty 
blow,  as  of  a spear  launched  by  a gigantic  hand, 
and  our  arms  gave  forth  a hollow  sound  like  the 
toll  of  a death-bell.  Then  did  we  give  our- 
selves up  as  lost,  but  again  the  steed  rolled  on, 
and  now  it  stood  within  the  walls.  Long  did 
we  abide  in  silence,  hearkening  to  the  sounds 
of  rejoicing  throughout  the  city,  but  at  length 
the  clamor  died  away  as  dies  the  roar  of  the  sea 
as  the  winds  slowly  return  to  the  cave  of  Ae- 
olus. Then  the  side  of  our  prison  swung 
open,  and  in  the  opening  appeared  a face,  pale 
in  the  moonlight,  the  face  of  Sinon  ; and  he 
bade  us  descend  without  fear.  Silently,  one  by 
one,  we  stealthily  crept  from  our  lurking-place, 
and  once  more  we  stood  beneath  the  open 
canopy  of  the  sky.  The  stars  were  dim,  as  if 
they  willed  not  to  look  on  that  night’s  work  ; 
and  Diana’s  silvery  veil  was  stained  with  a dull 
red.  All  heaven  seemed  sick  to  think  of  what 
that  night  might  bring  forth.  Then  did  we 
undo  the  Scaean  Gates,  and  the  host  of  the 
Greeks  crept  in  as  creeps  a serpent  into  the 
house  of  the  man  that  he  would  kill.  And 
when  the  men  of  Greece  were  within  the 
walls,  the  great  Atrides  gave  the  signal  for 
battle. 
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Then  the  slaughter  began.  But  I,  for  I had 
no  heart  to  slay  defenceless  men  and  trembling 
women,  betook  myself  to  the  many-towered 
palace  of  Priam  ; for  there  might  I haply  find 
the  princess  Polyxena,  daughter  of  kings,  whom 
once  1 had  seen  while  yet  the  truce  lasted,  hard 
by  pine-crested  Ida.  Alone  she  had  come, 
bearing  libations  to  a lonely  tomb  upon  the 
mountain,  and  there  I had  met  her  ; and  from 
that  day  I swore  that  she  should  be  mine  own. 
So  on  I pressed,  tili  I came  to  where  the 
palace  reared  its  lofty  battlements  to  the  stars. 
There  stalked  Phyrrus,  red  with  the  blood  of 
princes,  raging  like  a Libyan  lion  in  his  slaugh- 
ter. Him  I passed,  and  would  have  entered 
the  yawning  portals,  now  guarded  only  by  the 
dead,  when,  afar  off,  I espied  a maiden  fleeing 
with  a Trojan  youth,  and  holding  her  course 
toward  the  plain  and  lofty  Ida.  To  none 
other  were  that  grace  and  beauty  of  form,  that 
stature,  that  glorious  hair,  — it  was  Polyxena. 
With  a muttered  oath  I straightway  pursued 
the  twain  ; and  as  they  drew  nigh  the  walls  I 
reached  them,  and  I cried  to  the  youth  to 
yield  up  the  maiden  to  me.  But  he,  Apollo, 
ever  hostile  to  the  sons  of  Greece,  urging  him 
on,  cried  : 

“ Nay,  treacherous  Argive,  would  I,  think- 
est  thou,  yield  up  this  maiden  to  be  slave  to  a 
base-born  Greek,  and  to  carry  the  pitcher  and 
ply  the  loom  in  the  halls  of  such  as  thou  ? 
Rather  let  her  die  by  my  hand,  if  such  be  the 
will  of  the  gods,  and  let  me  die  sword  in 
hand  on  her  bosom,  the  sweetest  pillow  for  my 
rest.” 

Then  I,  for  I was  wroth  in  my  heart,  made 
at  him,  and  I smote  him  sorely,  that  he  reeled 
backward.  But  even  as  I snatched  Polyxena 
to  me,  with  the  strength  Dis  gives  the  dying 
arm  he  drove  his  sword  into  her  side  even  to 
the  hilt.  Then  did  a great  anger  lay  hold  upon 
me,  and  I raised  my  falcion  on  high  that  I 
might  slay  him  forthwith ; but  ere  I could 


smite,  lo,  he  was  snatched  bv  Aphrodite, 
guardian  of  the  city  of  Paris,  from  before  me, 
and  the  corpse  of  Polyxena  with  him  ; and  the 
goddess  set  them  in  the  midst  of  a band  of 
Trojans  a bow-shot  off  These  bore  them 
swiftly  away,  I pursuing  them  with  a large 
company,  my  heart  bitter  with  balked  revenge. 
And  at  length  we  brought  them  to  bay  on  the 
crest  of  a hill  without  the  burning  city,  and  we 
surrounded  them,  being  many  in  number,  and 
bade  them  yield  ; for  they  had  neither  spear 
nor  bow  wherewith  to  defend  themselves,  but 
only  their  swords.  Grimly  stood  they,  and 
very  pale,  but  answer  made  they  none.  In  a 
ring  they  stood,  and  the  bodies  lay  in  the  midst. 
And  for  a time  no  man  came  against  them  for 
very  fear;  but  at  length  we  rushed  upon  them. 
When  we  drew'  back,  three  of  the  Trojans  lay 
prostrate  in  the  dust,  but  still  the  fated  ring  re- 
mained. And  as  we  waited,  these  men,  whose 
lives,  already  weighed  in  the  eternal  balance, 
were  sinking  to  the  realms  of  darkness,  raised, 
clear  and  triumphant,  a ptean  to  Almighty 
Zeus.  Firm  and  proud  did  it  ring  out,  and 
even  as  they  sang,  Aurora  flung  wide  the 
gates  of  the  morn,  ar.d  Phoebus,  shaking  from 
his  radiant  locks  the  dews  of  night,  sprang 
forth  to  meet  the  world.  Just  behind  the 
Trojan  band  he  rose,  and  the  figures  stood  out 
black  against  him.  Once  more  the  paean  rose, 
now  as  a greeting  to  the  day,  and  then  the 
Trojans  were  swallowed  up  in  the  waves  of  the 
advancing  Greeks,  as  a noble  ship  sinks  be- 
neath the  billows  of  the  sea. 

H.  A.  B. 

J. 

The  E.  H.  S.  Record  finds  fault  with  our 
cover  design  of  September  and  October. 
Perhaps  it  would  prefer  that  we  employ  a cover 
design  often  used  before,  which  introduces  the 
score  of  the  Thanksgiving  game. 

A.  N.  Swain,  B.  L.  S.,  ’oi,  is  at  Amherst 
Agricultural  College. 


The  companies  have  at  length  settled  down 
to  the  hardest  part  of  the  year’  work.  The 
manual  of  arms  has  been  administered  in  no 
homeopathic  doses  ; and  the  companies  are 
beginning  on  company  manoeuvres.  Battalion 
drill  will  be  commenced  soon,  and  this,  with 
company  drill,  will  take  up  the  time  until  prize 
drill,  which  occurs  in  the  last  week  of  March. 
The  roster  has  been  filled  out,  there  being  one 
lieutenant  and  seven  sergeants  whose  names 
were  not  mentioned  in  the  list  of  officers  pub- 
lished last  month.  T.  F.  Jones  has  received 
the  vacant  lieutenancy  in  H company  ; Reed, 
McAvoy,  Tobin,  White,  Downes  and  Pfeffer 
have  been  appointed  sergeants,  the  last  two  in 
H,  and  the  others  in  A,  B,  D and  E,  respec- 
tively. Copies  of  the  prize  drill  manoeuvres 
have  been  printed  and  distributed  to  the  com- 
missioned officers  ; but  as  only  twenty-five 
have  been  given  out,  it  has  been  considered  ad- 
visable to  print  the  list  here.  It  is  given  with- 
out change,  and  contains  the  maximum  num- 
ber of  credits  possible  on  each  movement. 

I.  Discipline  and  Appearance. 

To  include  : — 

(a)  Conduct  and  general  efficiency  at  drill 
during  the  school  year. 

Maximum  ...  20 

(b)  Efficiency  of  officers  and  non-commis- 
sioned officers  at  the  prize  drill. 

Maximum  ...  10 

(c)  Set-up,  general  bearing,  and  degree  of 

attention  at  the  prize  drill. 

Maximum  ...  10 


(d)  Condition  and  fit  of  uniforms  and 
equipments  at  the  prize  drill. 

Maximum  ...  10 


II.  Manual  of  Arms. 

To  include  : — 

(a)  Open  ranks. 

Maximum  . . . 4.0 

(b)  Present  arms — order  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(c)  Port  arms  — order  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(d)  Right  shoulder  arms — present  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1 . o 

(c)  Right  shoulder  arms  — port  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(f)  Right  shoulder  arms  — order  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1 .0 

(g)  Right  shoulder  arms  — left  shoulder 

arms.  Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(h)  Present  arms  — order  arms. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(i)  Parade  rest  — companies  attention. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

( j)  Fix  bayonet  — charge  bayonet  — order 
arms  — unfix  bayonet. 

Maximum  . . . 3.0 

The  above  programme  of  the  manual  of  arms 
will  be  carried  out  twice  in  the  order  given, 
first,  by  the  numbers,  and  second,  without  the 
numbers.  The  first  time  the  judges  will  mark 
on  accuracy  of  positions ; the  second  time  on 
cadence  and  smartness. 
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III.  Company  Manoeuvres. 

To  include  : — 

(a)  March  in  line  thirty  paces — for- 
ward — backward. 

Maximum  . . . I . o 

(b)  side  step,  ten  paces  — right  — left. 

Maximum  . . . 1.0 

(c)  Company  in  line  — right  face  — left 
face  — about  face,  twice. 

Maximum  . . . i.o 

(d)  Company  in  line  — right  face  — march 

thirty  paces  in  columns  of  files  — halt  — left 

face.  Maximum  . . . i.o 

(e)  Company  in  line  — fours  right  and  halt 

— forward  march  — to  the  rear,  twice. 

Maximum  . . . 2.0 

(f)  Company  in  column  of  fours  marching 

— by  the  right  flank  — by  the  left  flank. 

Maximum  . . . 2.0 

(g)  Company  in  column  of  fours,  march- 
ing — change  step  [on  right  foot]  . 

Maximum  . . - 1.0 

(h)  Company  in  column  of  fours,  march- 
ing — form  line  and  halt,  to  left. 

Maximum  . . . 2.0 

(i)  Company  in  column  of  fours,  march- 
ing — form  line  and  march,  to  left. 

Maximum  . . . 2.0 

( j)  Company  in  line  — form  column  of  fours 
to  the  front  — re-form  line  to  the  front  from 
column  of  fours. 

Maximum  . . , 2.0 

(k)  Company  in  line  — platoons  right  [or 

left]  forward  fours  right  [or  left]  — platoons 
column  right  [or  left]  — on  right  [or  left]  into 
line.  Maximum  . . . 3.0 

(l)  Company  in  line  — platoons  right  [or 


left  — forward  march  — change  direction  three 
times  — re-form  company  in  line  to  the  front 
from  column  of  platoons. 

Maximum  . . . 3.0 

(m)  Company  in  line  — fours  right  [or  left] 

— on  right  [or  left]  into  line  of  platoons  in 
column  of  fours  — fours  right  [or  left]  pla- 
toons left  [or  right]  forward  fours  left  [or  right]  . 

Maximum  . . . 3.0 

(n)  Company  in  column  of  fours — right 
oblique  — forward  — left  oblique  — forward 

— platoons  right  [or  left]  front  into  line  — on 
left  [or  right]  into  line. 

Maximum  . . . 4.0 

(0)  Company  in  line  — fours  right  — right 
by  twos  — re-form  fours  — right  by  file  — 
re-form  fours. 

Maximum  . . . 3.0 

(p)  Company  in  column  of  fours  — platoons 
column  right  — fours  left  and  halt  — platoons 
left  turn  --  march  — halt  in  middle  of  floor 
facing  from  the  stage  — present  arms  — salute 
judges — march  off  the  company. 

Maximum  . . . 4.0 

Total  of  Maximum  Marks. 

I.  Discipline  and  appearance  . . 50.00 

II.  Manual  of  arms 15.00 

III.  Company  manoeuvres  . . . 35.00 


100.00 

La  porte  s'  ouvre  a buit  pieds  du  sol. 

The  door  opened  itself  eight  feet  from  the 
sun. 

II  eut  beau  jurer  que  rien  n'  et  ait  plus  plat 
qu'  une  ballata  corse . 

He  sweated  in  vain  for  nothing  is  more 
stupid  than  a corsican  ballet. 
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A few  summers  ago  I went  for  my  vaca- 
tion to  Crisham,  in  the  Berkshires. 
The  country  around  the  town  is  grand 
and  many  picnic  parties  were  formed  among 
the  summer  visitors  to  take  trips  over  the 
neighboring  hills.  These  little  jaunts  were  not 
fatiguing  enough  to  seem  serious  and  were  not 
sufficiently  fascinating  to  hold  the  attention  and 
favor  of  the  light-hearted  young  people  for  long 
and,  after  much  discussion,  more  or  less  ani- 
mated, according  to  those  involved,  private 
theatricals  were  agreed  upon. 

Everybody  knows  of  the  splendid  stage  at  the 
Empire.  Mr.  Aigen  prides  himself  on  it  and 
swears  that  he  is  the  only  proprietor  in  the 
Berkshires  with  a stage  worth  having. 

He  is  correct.  Nothing  is  wanting  for  an 
amateur  performance.  To  be  sure,  we  could 
not  present  “ Hamlet,”  even  though  we  pos- 
sessed sufficient  histrionic  abilities.  But  there 
was  every  accessory  for  producing  all  the  plays 
in  “ Acting  Made  Easy  ; in  three  parts.” 

It  was  about  the  first  of  August  when  the 
excursions  into  the  hills  became  monotonous, 
even  to  the  flirts.  Most  of  us  had  seen  enough 
valleys,  and  springs,  and  moraines,  and  quartz 
deposits,  and  “cute  little  calves,”  to  last  us 
for  a month  of  Sundays.  Therefore,  Clark 
counted  noses  and  found  that  there  were 
twenty-three  willing,  aye,  eager,  to  display  their 
several  capacities  upon  the  boards.  Now  since, 
there  were  never  more  than  seven  parts  in  any 
of  the  pieces  at  hand,  being  “designed  for  the 
parlor,”  and  there  was  no  opportunity  to  bring 
in  a mob  or  dance  in  any  of  them,  we  were  at 
a loss  what  to  do. 

One  young  lady,  of  the  kind  designated  in 
the  comic  papers  “ sweet  young  thing,”  timidly 
proposed  having  a circus  performance,  with  a 
parade  and  all  that,  and  another,  whose  sister 


attended  an  art  studio  in  Springfield,  wanted  a 
series  of  tableaux  vivants.  I had  the  courage 
to  stand  up  in  the  glory  of  my  youth,  etc.,  and 
propose  a vandeville  show.  I showed  that, 
since  there  were  so  many  performers,  and  so 
little  to  be  performed,  a vaudeville  show  would 
give  each  and  every  one  a chance  to  leap  into 
glory  or  be  buried  in  the  nethermost  gloom. 
No  one  had  the  least  thought  of  experiencing 
the  latter  dread  calamity  and  so  my  proposal  was 
unanimously  approved.  As  a reward  for  my 
brilliant  thought,  I was  chosen  stage  manager. 
Once  an  old  man,  skilled  in  judging  bumps, 
predicted  for  me  a great  future. 

We  took  about  a fortnight  to  prepare  and  I 
had  to  work  every  minute  of  it.  I would  not  be  a 
stage  manager  again  for  a farm  in  Old  Kentucky 
and  one  still.  It  was  jump  here  and  leap 
there,  until  I heartily  wished  Aigen’s  stage 
would  burn  down  and  bury  all  the  performers 
in  the  ruins. 

Finally,  the  last  rehearsal  was  a thing  of  the 
past  and  much  fatigued,  1 started  off  for  a rest. 
My  steps  took  me  down  a lane  and  at  the 
lower  end,  I saw  standing  beneath  a tree  the 
most  disreputable  looking  creature  imaginable. 
He  was  of  the  male  species.  A face  covered 
with  a coarse,  brown  beard  stared  at  me. 
The  eyes  were  fair  to  look  upon  and  seemed  to 
indicate  that  their  owner  had  once  been  respec- 
table. His  clothes  were  in  the  last  stages  of 
decomposition  and  I looked  for  them  to  fall  off 
at  any  sudden  movement.  I started  to  pass 
him  when  he  said  in  a marvelously  clear  voice  : 

“Young  feller,  I’m  a bum.” 

“ I quite  agree  with  you,  sir,”  said  I. 

He  looked  at  me  a moment  before  replying, 
and  then  said  : 

“Yes,  I’m  a bum.  I don’t  blame  you. 
But  I wasn’t  always  one,  though,”  he  replied. 


16  Latin  School  Register 


“ Is  that  so  ? Glad  to  hear  it.” 

“ Yes,  sir,  once  I was  as  good  as  you,  but 
now — . I tell  you,  young  feller,  don’t  ever 
meddle  with  the  women.  See  what  they  did 
to  me,  left  me  an  old  bum.  I only  wanted 
to — .” 

“ Ask  me  for  a quarter  ?” 

“ Well,  not  for  nothin’.  You  see,  I didn’t 
know  but  what  you  might  give  me  somethin’ 
to  do.  I don’t  amount  to  much,  but  I’d  like 
to  earn  a dollar.” 

I was  thinking  rapidly.  What  a hit  it 
would  be  to  bring  this  wreck  of  humanity  on 
unknown  to  the  audience  ! I would  try  it. 

Briefly  I unfolded  my  plan  to  him  and 
received  a favorable  answer.  Was  he  to  sing? 
Did  I want  a dance  ? To  my  request  for  a song 
he  replied  that  he  knew  but  one.  Well,  I 
guessed  he  would  do  and  told  him  to  be  at  the 
back  door  of  the  Empire  at  io  o’clock  that 
night.  I didn’t  want  him  any  earlier  for  the 
other  performers  might  object. 

The  entertainment  commenced  very  well  and 
the  audience  were  generous  with  their  applause. 
But,  behind  all  the  clapping  and  smiling,  I 
detected  a bored  feeling.  There  was  too  much 
piano — that  was  evident.  Fifteen  of  the 
twenty-three  gave  piano  selections  and,  as  I 
walked  on  to  announce  the  next  piece,  I dis- 
tinctly heard  one  young  man  in  the  front  row 
say  to  his  partner,  “ What’ll  you  bet  it  isn’t 
some  more  piano  ?” 

Imagine,  therefore,  my  intense  pleasure 
when,  on  slipping  to  the  back  door,  I saw  my 
delapidated  friend  of  the  afternoon.  He  greeted 
me  heartily  and  I led  him  to  the  wings.  In 
my  announcement  to  the  audience  I said  that 
an  unknown  gentleman  would  give  a character 
song. 

Then  he  came  on.  Cool  ? Cool  as  ice  in 
January.  He  bowed  gravely  to  the  audience, 
who  laughed  loudly  at  his  grotesque  appear- 
ance. Prefacing  his  song  with  a few  witti- 
cisms, he  finally  started  the  first  verse  of  an 


endless  song,  which,  as  near  as  I can  remember, 
began  as  follows  ; 

“ My  girl  she’s  jined  the  circus, 

She  an  actress  in  the  ring, 

She  teaches  the  elephant  hovv  to  dance, 

The  hippopotamus  to  sing. 

No,  she  never  will  come  back. 

She’s  travelling  now  by  rail, 

She  gets  a dollar  and  a half  a week 
For  curling  the  monkey’s  tail.” 

Verse  after  verse  of  such  stuff  he  sang  until 
he  had  the  audience  convulsed  with  merriment. 
At  last,  he  bowed  and  walked  off.  I congratu- 
lated,him  on  his  success  and  begged  him  to  go  on 
again,  for  the  calls  for  him  were  increasing. 

As  soon  as  he  appeared  the  audience  began 
to  laugh  again,  for  he  was  telling  one  joke  on 
top  of  the  other  as  fast  as  he  could  talk.  I was 
pluming  myself  on  my  good  luck  in  meeting 
him  when  he  came  off  and  approached  me. 

“ Have  you  got  that  dollar  ?”  he  asked. 

“Sure,”  I answered  feeling  happy  at  the 
fortunate  outcome  of  the  evening.  I slipped 
him  a V.  and  he  disappeared  into  the  night. 

My  reputation  as  a stage  manager  was  made 
and  all  by  a dirty,  ragged  tramp.  At  least,  so 
I thought  then. 

Almost  a week  after  that  night  a friend  of 
mine  came  over  from  Milan  and  I learned  of 
the  tramp’s  identity. 

“You  people  here  in  the  Empire  got  hand- 
somely fooled  the  other  night,  didn’t  you?” 
he  said  to  me. 

“ I didn’t  hear  anything  about  it.” 

“You  didn’t?  Probably  you  were  fooled, 
too.  Over  to  Milan,  stopping  at  the  same 
hotel  with  me,  is  Gus  Stanton.  He’s  telling 
everybody  how  he  came  over  here  and  played 
tramp  in  a concert  and  got  five  dollars  for  it. 
He  says  he  almost  died  laughing  on  the  way 
home.  Didn’t  you  hear  about  it  ?” 

“ No,”  I answered,  weakly. 

Gus  Stanton  was  a prominent  New  York 
comedian,  staying  in  the  Berkshires  for  his 
health.  Kungo  Tunke,  ’02. 
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NOTES 


One  of  the  purposes  of  a school  paper  is  to 
raise  the  literary  standard  of  the  school  it  repre- 
sents ; and  with  this  in  mind  we  endeavor  each 
month  to  publish  a poem  and  two  or  three 
stories,  written  by  the  boys;  and,  if  possible,  not 
by  the  editors  of  the  paper.  One  branch  of 
literature,  however,  has  remained  practically 
untouched  in  The  Register  for  some  years. 
There  are  in  the  school  many  boys,  who,  while 
they  quail  at  the  thought  of  writing  a poem  or 
story,  can  write  excellent  essays.  No  essays 
have  appeared  in  these  columns  since,  about 
three  years  ago,  someone  published  an  article 
on  the  absorbing  subject  of  “ Natural  Gas.” 
Since  then  no  essays  have  been  forthcoming, 
which  is  a pity,  for  while  comparatively  few  of 
us  have  had  practice  in  writing  stories,  there  is 
not  one  of  us  that  has  not  written  essays, 
which  are  commonly  called  in  school,  composi- 
tions. A good  essay,  therefore,  is  always 
acceptable,  and  stands  a rather  better  chance 
of  being  published  than  a story,  as  it  is  more  apt 
to  be  really  worth  while.  Hereafter,  then,  we 
shall  occasionally  print  short  essays  ; and  let  the 
school  set  to  work  and  write  articles  on  any 
subject  from  Chinese  metaphysics  to  carpet- 
tacks. 

Le  general  la  fit  dementir. 

The  general  became  demented. 

Un  garcon  qui  ne  sera  jamais  un  diable  a 

quatre. 

A fellow  who  will  never  be  a four-footed 

devil. 


Quum  exercitu  amisso  ego. 

When  I was  lost  with  the  army. 

The  clocks  have  lately  arisen  from  their  leth- 
argy, and  have  been  performing  antics  worthy 
of  anything  but  staid  Latin  School  clocks. 
They  leap  over  space  with  almost  improper 
eagerness,  and  then  rest  for  an  hour  or  so  as  if 
tired  out  by  their  exertions.  Let  us  hope  that 
some  soothing  influence  will  be  set  at  work 
upon  the  refractory  time-pieces. 

A drum  corps  has  at  length  been  formed. 
We  wish  it  all  success. 

The  boys  who  have  been  stealing  our  ex- 
changes from  the  desk  in  Room  io  have  cer- 
tainly begun  their  thieving  operations  in  a safe 
way.  It  seems  that  even  here  property  must 
be  kept  under  lock  and  key. 

What  made  Castor’s  father  famous  ? 

He  was  the  husband  of  the  son  of  Deiotarus. 

Room  17. 

At  the  High  School  game  were  noticed 
Harry  Philipps,  full  back  on  the  ’99  team  ; 
Talbot,  left  tackle  on  Carey’s  ’98  team ; 
Freed,  quarter  on  the  same  team,  remembered 
for  his  long  run  through  the  mud  for  a touch- 
down; “Dan”  Hurley,  our  last  year’s  cap- 
tain ; “ Bill”  Gately,  tackle  on  our  teams  of  a 
couple  of  years  past ; “ Bob  ” Guild,  also 
tackle  on  those  same  teams;  “Bill”  Par- 
melee,  our  old  guard  ; and  “ Eddie  ” Murphy, 
of  the  ’96  team. 

“Roger”  Hanley  made  full  back  on  the 
All-Preparatory  League  team. 
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L E T I C S 


A T H 


NEWTON,  29.  B.  L.  S.,  o. 

OUR  team  brought  its  season  of  1901  in 
the  Preparatory  League  to  a close  on 
November  1 5,  when  it  was  defeated  by 
Newton,  29—0.  The  Newton  team  was  much 
the  heavier,  and  made  long  gains  through  our 
lighter  tackles,  varying  this  by  brilliant  runs 
around  the  ends. 

Latin  School  won  the  toss  and  took  the  wind. 
Leonard  kicked  off  for  Newton,  and,  on  the 
first  play,  Hanley  punted  far  over  the  heads  of 
the  Newton  backs,  who  were  downed  on  their 
5-yard  line.  B.  L.  S.  held  strongly,  forcing 
Newton  to  kick.  Hanley  made  5 yards  at 
centre  and  then  there  was  a fumble,  and  Leon- 
ard fell  on  the  leather.  Here  Newton  began  a 
series  of  line  plunges,  that  brought  them  to 
Latin  School’s  6-yard  line.  On  three  rushes 
Tancred  was  shoved  over  for  a touchdown. 
Stephenson  missed  the  goal. 

Leonard  ran  in  the  kick-off  to  the  centre  of 
the  field.  A fake  kick  followed  and  Newton 
gained  25  yards  at  left  end.  Steady  gains 
through  Mohan  and  just  outside  the  tackles 
gave  Newton  another  touchdown,  from  which 
a goal  was  kicked.  On  the  first  play  after  the 
next  kick-off,  Leonard  was  given  the  ball  for  an 
end  play.  Freedman  bowled  over  the  inter- 
ference, but  the  runner  never  stopped,  giving 
Witherbee  the  straight  arm,  dodging  Mahony, 
and  getting  a clear  field,  with  Roche  galloping 
after.  Stephenson  kicked  the  goal. 

After  the  next  kick-off,  Newton  brought  the 
ball  to  Ladn  School’s  35-yard  line  by  steady 
line-bucking,  only  to  lose  it  on  downs.  Hanley 
broke  loose  at  left  end,  and  bumped  along  for 
25  yards.  Through  the  centre  he  went  again, 
bringing  the  pig-skin  to  Newton’s  38-yard  line. 
As  only  a little  time  remained,  Mahoney  tried 
for  a drop  kick,  but  failed.  After  the  next  two 
or  three  plays  time  was  called. 


Every  Latin  School  supporter  could  see  by 
this  time  what  the  end  would  be.  With  all 
the  advantage  of  a high  wind,  their  team  could 
not  advance  the  ball.  The  whole  line  played 
too  high,  and,  as  a result,  were  unable  to  pile 
up  the  line  plunges  of  their  opponents,  who  hit 
the  line  very  low.  Time  and  again,  when  the 
Latin  School  end  took  the  interference,  there 
was  no  one  to  take  the  runner.  Tucker  and 
Freedman  cannot  be  expected  to  play  the  whole 
game  at  the  ends,  although  the  former  made  a 
good  attempt  to  do  so.  Tucker  put  up  a very 
fast  game  at  end,  and,  with  “Roger”  Hanley, 
was  in  every  play.  Back  of  the  line,  Hanley 
is  the  only  back  to  be  depended  upon  for  a 
gain.  The  interference  seems  to  be  made  of 
smoke  and  melts  away  before  reaching  the  end 
of  the  line,  so  that  Sullivan  and  Somes  have 
no  chance  to  do  anything  on  end  plays. 

Latin  School  soon  got  the  ball  in  the  second 
half  and  showed  an  unexpected  strength  in  ad- 
vancing the  ball.  Sullivan  gained  at  left  tackle, 
and  Hanley  plowed  through  the  centre  until 
B.  L.  S.  lost  the  ball  on  Newton’s  35-yard 
line.  On  the  third  down,  Leonard  again  got 
around  Freedman  and  Mahony,  who  made  an 
ineffective  stab  at  him,  and  ran  75  yards  for  a 
touchdown.  Stephenson  kicked  the  goal. 

After  the  kick-off  B.  L.  S.  held  Newton 
for  downs  on  her  50-yard  line.  On  a fake 
kick,  Sullivan  took  the  ball  to  Newton’s  20- 
yard  line,  where  he  was  thrown  heavily.  This 
good  work  was  not  lasting,  however,  and  B.L.S. 
lost  the  ball  on  downs.  In  short  order,  by  long 
runs  and  fierce  line-plunges,  Newton  again  put 
the  ball  behind  Latin  School’s  goal-posts. 
Stephenson  kicked  the  goal.  Soon  after  this 
time  was  called. 

This  game  rounded  up  our  League  season,  in 
which  we  have  won  but  one  victory,  that  over 
Hopkinson,  6-0.  The  team  has  had  its  share 
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of  hard  luck,  and  ought  not  to  be  “scored” 
too  harshly.  But,  nevertheless,  one  thing  was 
noticeable  all  along  ; that  was  its  lack  of  ag- 
gressiveness and  team-play.  If  the  whole  team 
had  the  spirit  of  Hanley,  Cambridge  Latin 
would  not  have  won,  Brookline’s  score  would 
have  been  lower,  and  we  would  have  defeated 
Hoppy  by  a greater  margin.  The  lack  of  team 
play  was  painfully  in  evidence,  and  when  the 
rusher  struck  the  line,  he  was  left  to  do  his 
work  all  by  himself.  Still,  it  is  easy  to  see 
how  a thing  should  be  done,  but  it  is  far 
harder  to  do  it,  and,  after  all,  the  whole  team 
should  be  supported,  whether  it  be  good  or 
bad. 


The  line-up 
NEWTON. 

e.,  S.  Johnson 
e.,  Sherman 
t.,  Mellen  . 
g.,  Henderson 
, Britzke 

g. .  Merchant 
t.,  Andrews 
e.,  F.  Johnson 
b.,  Fletcher 

h.  b. , Stephenson 
h.  b.,  Leonard 
b.,  Tancred 


B.  L.  S. 

White,  r.  e. 

Freedman,  (McCusker),  r.  e. 

. Mohan,  r.  t. 
Witherby,  r.  g. 
. Littlefield,  c. 
. Roche,  1.  g. 
O’Donnell,  1. 1. 
. Tucker,  1.  e. 
Mahoney,  q.  b. 
Sullivan,  r.  h.  b. 
Somes,  (French),  1.  h.  b. 

. Hanley,  f.  b. 


Score,  Newton,  29  ; B.  L.  S.,  o.  Touch- 
downs, Tancred  (2),  Leonard  (2),  Stephen- 
son; goals  from  touchdowns,  Stephenson  (4)  ; 
referee,  Herbert  Holton  ; umpire,  Mr.  Perry  ; 
timer,  “ Bob  ” Guild  ; time,  20-minute  halves. 


B.  L.  S.,  6.  E.  H.  S 

The  standard  of  the  Latin  School  team  has 
been,  is  now,  and  always  will  be,  established, 
at  least,  in  the  minds  of  the  Latin  School  boys, 
by  the  game  with  English  High.  In  the  past 
we  have  seen  very  good  teams  get  a poor  rating 
because  they  lost  the  game  on  Thanksgiving 
Day,  and  poor  teams  have  been  lauded  to  the 
skies  because  they  defeated  the  Blue  and  Blue. 
Captain  Witherby  has  had  a rather  unfortunate 


season  this  year,  and  has  had  many  reasons  for 
feeling  disheartened,  but,  thanks  to  the  game 
with  High  School,  he  may  look  back  to  this 
season  with  some  satisfaction. 

To  one  who  has  followed  the  team  closely 
this  year,  it  was  a surprise.  Hard  tackling, 
still  harder  line-bucking,  and,  wonder  of  won- 
ders, team  work  in  abundance.  It  was  a sight 
to  tickle  one  to  see  Hanley  plunge  through  the 
centre  for  5 yards  and  see  Witherbee  pull 
him  two  yards  further ; to  see  Somes  keep 
his  feet  with  two  lads  in  blue  hanging  on  him  ; 
to  see  Sullivan  get  free  on  the  end  and  run  1 5 
yards  before  being  downed.  Indeed,  it  was  a 
grand  surprise. 

It  is  a difficult  matter  to  pick  out  the  playing 
of  any  one  on  either  team  for  special  com- 
mendation. However,  Kennedy,  Connolly 
and  Sullivan,  for  E.  H.  S.,  put  up  a strong 
game.  Connolly  played  a very  hard  game  at 
full  back  and  did  considerable  tackling  in  the 
line.  Kennedy  made  a flying  tackle  in  the 
second  half  that  was  a “ beauty.”  Hanley 
rushed  hard,  and  Sullivan  and  Somes  both  fol- 
lowed their  interference  well.  The  latter, 
though  handicaped  by  a bad  eye,  put  up  a rat- 
tling game.  Captain  Witherby  played  a 
good  game,  gaining  many  yards  on  guards  back. 

B.  L.  S.  was  the  first  team  to  come  out  on 
the  field,  which  was  frozen  hard  by  the  cold 
snap  of  two  days  previous.  Little  time  was 
wasted,  and  soon  Edwards  was  ready  to  kick 
off.  Away  went  the  ball,  and  the  two  teams 
lined  up  on  High  School’s  30-yard  line.  Con- 
nolly got  3 yards  in  the  middle,  Santrv  3 more 
at  tackle,  Connolly  again  tried  the  middle,  but 
met  Witherby  and  stopped.  An  end  play 
was  nipped  in  the  bud  by  Sullivan.  Again 
Connolly  tried  the  centre,  and  High  School 
had  lost  the  ball  on  her  own  37-yard  line. 

Quickly  B.  L.  S.  lined  up,  and  Sullivan  shot 
outside  left  tackle  behind  perfect  interference, 
bringing  the  ball  to  the  27-yard  line.  Hanley 


20  Latin  School  Register 


ploughed  into  the  centre  for  5 yards,  and  then 
for  4 more.  Here  came  a fumble,  and  E.  H. 
S.  punted  to  her  own  4 5 -yard  line.  Somes 
made  7 yards  at  right  tackle,  Hanley  got  3 
more  through  right  guard,  and  Sullivan  went 
around  the  end  for  a couple  more.  Hanley 
plunged  into  the  middle  of  the  line,  and  the 
mass  of  struggling  players  moved  toward  High 
School’s  goal  line.  Suddenly  the  ball  came  out 
of  the  crowd  and  rolled  over  the  line,  Freed- 
man falling  on  it.  Too  bad,  for  holding  in  the 
line,  the  referee  brought  the  ball  back  and 
penalized  E.  H.  S.  10  yards.  Once  more,  on 
a centre  plunge,  the  ball  was  put  down  behind 
the  line,  and  once  more  Holton  brought  the  ball 
back  and  penalized  E.  H.  S.  This  time  With- 
erby  came  back  and  was  hurled  into  the  center 
for  a touchdown.  Sullivan  took  plenty  of  time, 
and  kicked  an  easy  goal. 

On  the  kick-off,  Mahony  juggled  the  ball  a 
bit,  but  “Roger”  Hanley  scooped  it  up  and 
brought  it  to  the  17-yard  line.  Guards  back 


plays  and  a couple  of  fake  kicks  put  the  leather 
in  the  middle  of  the  field.  Here  Hanley  went 
around  left  end  for  25  yards  on  a fake  kick. 
Somes  found  a few  yards  at  the  other  end,  and 
then  Hanley  punted,  Kennedy  running  outside 
at  the  20-yard  line.  Santry  ran  across  the  field 
for  1 3 yards.  Burns  made  3 through  the  line. 
Connolly  5 more  through  the  centre,  and  time 
was  called. 

In  the  second  half,  E.  H.  S.  kicked  off  to 
Latin  School’s  25-yard  line.  Hanley  plunged 
into  the  middle  for  10  yards,  being  pulled  along 
by  half  the  team.  Sullivan  circled  left  end  for 
25  yards.  Tackles  back  netted  10  yards, 
Somes  made  1 o more,  Witherby  galloped  through 
the  centre,  and  soon  the  ball  was  on  High’s 
20-yard  line.  On  a third  down,  Mahony  fell 
back  for  a goal  from  the  field.  The  pass  was 
poor,  and  E.  H.  S.  had  the  ball  on  her  25-yard 
line.  Two  attempts  to  rush  the  ball  were 
blocked,  and  High  School  punted  outside  at 
Latin  School’s  50-yard  line.  Here  E.  H.  S. 
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held  for  downs  and  punted  to  Sullivan,  who 
promptly  fumbled,  Connolly  falling  on  the  ball. 
High  School  was  desperate  now,  and  they 
fought  their  way  through  the  line  until  Connolly 
was  shoved  over  the  goal  line  at  the  corner.  E. 
H.  S.  decided  to  try  the  goal  from  an  unfavor- 
able position  rather  than  punt  out.  The  stiff 
wind  was  blowing  across  the  line  of  the  kick. 
Kennedy  squinted  and  squinted,  but  the  odds 
were  against  him  and  the  ball  went  a foot  or 
more  to  the  right  of  the  posts. 

After  the  kick-off,  E.  H.  S.  began  to  rush 
the  ball  down  the  field  at  a merry  clip.  Burns 
made  i 5 yards  around  the  end  on  a wing  shift, 
Connolly  bucked  the  centre  for  8 yards,  Mana- 
han  made  7 more.  B.  L.  S.  seemed  unable  to 
stop  their  opponents.  On  a wing  shift,  Sulli- 
van of  E.  H.  S.  ran  around  the  end  for  10 
yards,  being  beautifully  tackled  by  O’Donnell. 
Here  Latin  School  braced  and  held  for  downs. 
Hanley  succumbed  to  a blow  in  his  wind-supply 
station,  and  was  loudly  cheered  on  retiring. 


Soon  High  School  got  the  ball  and  began  to 
run  it  back.  The  ball  was  on  Latin  School’s 
33-yard  line  when  the  whistle  announced  the 
victory  of  the  Purple  and  White. 

The  line-up  : 

B.  L.  S.  E.  H.  S. 

l.e., Tucker  (McCusker)  (Clarke)  Woodbury, r.e. 
1.  t.,  O’Donnell  . (Woodbury)  Hatton,  r.  t. 

1.  g.,  Edwards Collins,  r.  g. 

c.,  Littlefield,  ....  Wilkinson,  c. 
r.  g.,Witherby  ....  McCormack,  1.  g. 

r.  t.,  Mohan Warner,  1.  t. 

r.  e.,  Freedman  (Benshimol)  . Sullivan,  1.  e. 

q.  b.,  Mahony  ....  Kennedy,  q.  b. 

1.  h.  b.,  Somes  (French)  . . . Burns,  r.  h. 

r.  h.  b.,  Sullivan  . (Manahan)  Santry,  1.  b.  h. 

f.  b.,  Hanley  (Tucker)  . . Connolly,  f.  b. 

Score,  B.  L.  S.,  6 ; E.  H.  S.,  5.  Touch- 
downs, Witherby,  Connolly  ; goals  from  touch- 
down, Sullivan  ; referee,  Herbert  Holton,  B.  A. 
A.;  umpire,  Burleigh;  timers,  Eddie  Hopkins 
and  Bob  Guild  ; linesmen,  Alexander,  E.  H. 
S.,  and  Shanahan,  B.  L.  S.,  Parmelee,  Har- 
vard ; time,  25-minute  halves. 


Physical 

Training 

is  needed  by 

EVERY  YOUNG  MAN 

whether  an  athlete  or  not 

WHY  GET  INFERIOR  WORK? 

when  you  can  have  the  best  at  moderate 
cost  in  the 

PHYSICAL  DEPARTMENT 

of  the 

Boston  Young  Men’s 
Christian  Association 

BOYLSTON  AND  BERKELEY  STS. 
SUMMER  CAMP  ALSO 

Call  or  send  for  Prospectus  to  GEORGE  W. 
MEHAFFEY,  General  Secretary 


We’re  Always 
Studying 

the  style-ideas  of  young  men,  and 
each  season  we  introduce  special  styles, 
designed  with  the  express  intention  of 
satisfying  their  tastes. 

Our  “Derby”  Suits  and  “Univer- 
sity ” Overcoats  are  excellent  examples 
of  the  snappy  productions  that  charac- 
terize our  stock. 

Youths’  Suits,  sizes  15  to  19  years, 
$7.50  to  $20. 

Youths'  Overcoats,  sizes  16  to  19 
years,  $8  to  $18. 


Everything  that  Men  and  Boys  Wear 


Designers  and  Makers  of 
" Superior  ’’  Ready-to-Wear  Clothing 

Washington  and  Brattle  Streets 


Please  mention  the  Register,  when  you  patronize  advertisers. 


22  Advertisements 


BOSTON  YOUNG  MEN’S 
CHRISTIAN  UNION 


J.  FRANK  FACEY 


48  BOYLSTON  STREET,  (Next  Hotel  Touraine) 
Membership,  $1.00  Per  Year 


Evening:  Classes,  Weekly  Entertainments, 
Illustrated  Lectures. 

Library,  over  15,500  vols.  Telephone,  Oxford  123 
Gymnasium,  $5  00  and  #8.00  per  year  ; Public 
Religious  Services. 

WM.  H.  BALDWIN.  President  GEORGE  PEIRCE,  Secretary 


Printer 

36  Prospect  Street,  Cambridgeport 

Telephone  235-3 

All  kinds  of  School  and  Society- 
Printing 


A.  G.  SPALDING  & BROS. 

(incorporated) 

Official  Outfitters  to  the 
leading  Colleges , Schools 
and  Athletic  Clubs  of  the 
Country, 

Spalding’s  Official  Athletic 
Goods  are  standard  of  quality 
and  are  recognized  as  such  by  all  the  leading 
organizations  controlling  sports,  which  invari- 
ably adopt  Spalding’s  Goods  as  the  best. 

THE  SPALDING 
Official  League  Base  Ball , Official  Intercollegiate  Foot  Ballf 
Official  Gaelic  and  Ass'  n Foot  Balls , Official  Basket  Ball, 
Official  Indoor  Base  Ball,  Official  Polo  Ball 

Official  Athletic  Implements , Official  Boxing  Gloves 
Insist  upon  getting  Spalding’s  goods  and  refuse  to  accept  any- 
thing that  is  offered  as  44  Just  as  good  as  Spalding’s." 
Handsomely  illustrated  catalogue  of 
athletic  goods  mailed  free  to  any  address. 

A.  G.  SPALDING  & BROS. 

NEW  YORK  CHICAGO  DENVER 


SOLD  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS 


The  W.  PEPPER 
Piano  . . 

Music 

. . Magazine 

Furnishes  Monthly  to  all  lovers  of  Song  and 
Music  a vast  volume  of  New,  Choice  Copyright 
Compositions  by  the  most  popular  authors.  64 
Pag:es  Of  Piano  Music,  half  Vocal,  half  Instru- 
mental—21  Complete  Pieces  tor  Piano  — Once 
a month  for  25  Cents.  Yearly  subscription, 
$2.00.  If  you  will  send  us  the  name  and 
address  of  Five  performers  on  the  Piano  or 
organ  we  will  send  you  a copy  of  the  Maga- 
zine Free. 

J.  W.  PEPPER,  Publisher 
Eighth  and  Locust  Sts.,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 


50  YEARS’ 
EXPERIENCE 


Trade  Marks 
Designs 
Copyrights  &c. 

Anyone  sending  a sketch  and  description  may 
quickly  ascertain  our  opinion  free  whether  an 
invention  is  probably  patentable.  Communica- 
tions strictly  confidential.  Handbook  on  Patents 
sent  free.  Oldest  agency  for  securing  patents. 

Patents  taken  through  Munn  & Co.  receive 
special  notice,  without  charge,  in  the 

Scientific  American. 

A handsomely  Illustrated  weekly  Largest  cir- 
culation of  any  scientific  journal.  Terms,  $3  a 
year:  four  months,  $L  8oldbyall  newsdealers. 

MUNN  &Co.36,Broadwa»- New  York 

Branch  Office.  625  P 8L,  Washington.  D.  C. 


Please  mention  the  Register  when  you  patronize  advertisers 


V 


e r t i s e m e n t 

* 


JOHN  B.  FITZPATRICK 

ie  Agency 


ay  a 


Real  Estate  and  Insurance  Agency 
« Court  Street 

t ouf*  rtfutMf.  J«0t«4i|errt;®at®'?'.  i*  K TelfepllOUe/  1 4 £0>  BodtOU  ‘ 

» *#«  ' iieftugrsghef  , j mantle  to 


i.r  aft itt  . , . 

| •*»'«■  ’•'•tit  t yoirly  poiitian  . , 

IwirJ,  Sicifot  * Iryr  worlc ; i{7«$0E»t  I 
j yoUd  O".”  of  meet  iU!c  you  ffs  ttk*  i 
jnpiit,  T r IvJ  ••ccfc  tree  tu  p/o*«  ability, 
Bcialf-ks.'pini  *r.4  Telegraphy  »(<'-•  j B'«n. 

njtMj  per 


»o>k  j 


o*U  ulcxl 
P >ctk<> 


. fi  you  find  Latin  dry  get  a Soda  at 
1 DRUG  SHOP:  H.  0.  NUTE  CO. 
Columbus  Ave.  and  Dartmouth  St. 

ti-fnil  line  of  Dr.  aud  Candv' 


Boston  University 

30l 

rv-.  P- riVl  a*  tu 


Law  School 


1 Instructors  and 


The  Winter  term  opena  *; 

January  7,  1902  • 


:nd  for  Leaflet- "Where  to  Study  I,uw” 

SAMUEL  C.  BENNETT,  Dean 

~ 


rEO.  F. 


Formerly  with 


ruiiity  v«p";  wiCkHjjo  dt 

Cootlneaml 

Honsr 

' i ■ * 


t4V  '« > ■ ,*•  ■ tv* 


S * cioti>lM  HoaJP 


Washington  and  18  Boylston  Street,  Boston  - 

Over  Contitiehfal  Clothing  House 

— 


X46  iREMOSX  STREET. & 

1.^ 

..  •'  * . ...  ....  . ...  . . 

you' pAtr<Mr.*«  nd vet  d.-MfH. 

•••  - •:■  1 .* . '■ 


— I jfc.. 

Please  meritk-u  the 

fefe  ir,  r ■•*>■ 


